


Digitized by the Internet Archive 
in 2014 


httos://archive.org/details/belltower3200unse 


About the title: 


Just as the Bell Tower at Tyler Junior College chimes on the quarter hour to 
mark the passage of time, it reminds students of the harmony which surrounds 


them in their educational pursuits. Music, dance, theatre, art, athletics, and 
academics blend to make Tyler Junior College a beacon to the community, the 


state, and the world at large. AS the echoes of the chords filter through the 
d the confines of the brick archways 


oaks, their vibrations tremble far beyon 
her. Tyler Junior College is a lofty tower 


ho have come from all parts of the 
hails the accomplishments @7 ite 
id seek both its traditions and the 


and winding walks where students gat 

of educational opportunity for students W 
world. The Bell Tower Arts Journal proudly 
hallowed halls and beckons those who wou 


promise of tomorrow. 


Judith Bateman, 2006 
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Editorial Policy 


The Bell Tower Arts Journal is sponsored by the Psi Gamma Chapter 

of Sigma Kappa Delta, the National English Honor Society. We accept 
submissions of poetry, short fiction, non-fiction essays, photography, and 
fine and graphic art by current Tyler Junior College students. We accept 


submissions for consideration in the spring semester each year for possible 


publication in the next spring semester. The Bell Tower Arts Journal is 
entirely student generated and seeks to provide a publishing venue for the 
rich artistic expression of TJC students. 


Our goal is to create a publication that is a high quality, content-rich source 
of literary and artistic expression on a wide range of topics and themes. 


Therefore, we seek unique, insightful work displaying vivid, lively language 
and artistic skill. 


All submissions must be the original work of the student writer or artist who 
submits it for consideration or publication. We do not accept previously 
published or plagiarized work. Every attempt is made by the editor to 
assure originality. All literary pieces will be submitted to turnitin.com for an 
originality report. However, it is ultimately the responsibility of each student 
to submit only his or her own literary and artistic work. 


Moreover, while we strongly support intellectual freedom as the right of 
every individual from all points of view, we do not accept work deemed 


pornographic, profane, exploitative, or that seeks to cause injury to an 
individual or group. 


Tyler Junior College gives equal consideration to all applicants for 
admission, employment and participation in its programs and activities 
without regard to race, creed, color, national Origin, gender, age, marital 
Status, disability or veteran status. 
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rds, t00 swiftly, flew chrough MY clenched teeth | 


across the tense room. 
I tried, too late, to pub them back in their cage, 
but they were wild and reckless with their freedom, 
Not willing to return evel though | pegged, | 
you did not shield your eyes: 
They pecked, wounded, tore your flesh, and 
then nested In your memory. 


My wo 


Tina Bausinger /Sophomore /Tyler 
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| y f Clipping Coupons 


She had started her day early. She was up and dressed, 
anxiously awaiting MY arrival for the day. 
“Mother, I’m here. Where are you?” 
“lm here in the dining room. | have been clipping out 
coupons from today’s and from yesterday's papers. 
“Oh, are WE going to the grocery store today? 
: “Yes, it's triple-coupon day at Brookshire’s, and | have Some 
a really good ones. 
| was looking through the coupons she had clipped out and 
noticed several items that she didn't normally use. “Mama, yOu 
don't use hall this stuff. 
| “1 know, but it's such a good savings, and we cal find a use 
for it. Like that coupon there for Scrubbing Bubbles®. | have always 
wanted to try it, but it was too expensive, and now | can try itwith 
this COUPON. | 
“Oh, Mama, you are too funny.” | wondered at her logic for 
—-+ clipping the coupons like she did. She was always such a frugal 
shopper, saving money where she could, but why clip a coupon 
for something you didn't use just because it was 4 good savings? 
Wasn't that just as wasteful if you didn’t use the product’? Maybe 
-\_ it was more so. Maybe she was holding on to maybe | will use 
t one day as if it would prolong her life. She really believed she 
had at least a yeal, if not longer, before the cancel would take her. 
But her oncologist and her radiation doctor said she only had six 
months. She would not see Christmas. She and | had talked about 
her funeral a few weeks before, and she thought she would have 
until the spring OF summer, and she wanted to have spring flowers 
for her casket. She loved all the different colors of spring and that 
was what she wanted. | promised her she would have pretty spring 
flowers for her funeral, and | would make het casket piece. She 


was happy with that. 
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was a special time for US. Each week it was 2 challenge to see how 
many things We could get into that small basket in front of the wheel 
chair | made her ride in. She had to ride in It NOW because the brain 


tumors were beginning to take a toll on her. She was beginning tO 


—T stumble more and more, SO We used the wheel chair for her safety, 
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Around 10:00 that morning, We left for the grocery store. This: 
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‘life. Please let Mama live long enough to spend this Christmas with 
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plants, and while walking back up to the house, a pain hit her. 


t 
- 4 


tell him later.” 
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back in April when she was diagnosed. Please, God, don't take 
her yet. Tamara is only three, and she’s always had Mama in her 








her—just one more Christmas. Please, God. 

Just after their anniversary August 18, she took a turn for the 
worse. We were out at the old home place where Howell had grown 
up. We had walked down to the fence to check on her tomato ‘ 


“Oh, God!” 

“What's wrong, Mama?” 

“I don’t know—just get me to the car—something's 
happened, and the pain is really bad!” 

“Okay, we can make it, but | am calling the doctor when we 
get home.” 

“| don’t care—just get me home. 

“Do you want me to tell Howell?” 

“No, don’t bother him right now; he Is mowing, and we can 


“Okay, but he is going to be mad at us for not telling him.” 

“It's okay; he'll get over it.” | 

After the x-rays at Dr. Duncan's office—he was her oncologist 
and her primary doctor now sO we called him about everything—he 
gave us the bad news. Her last three lumbar discs in her spine had 


_{-<collapsed, and it looked like the cancer had spread into that lower —— 
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—'~\was out of control. Hospice suggested she go to the hospital to get — | 
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portion of her back. He was ordering more radiation on her lower 
spine, and he was hoping he could stop the spreading any further. 

it seemed the cancer Was like a wild fire, spreading faster than the 
treatments could help. Time was slipping away. | cried that night. | 
was losing my mother to this monster called cancer, and there was 
nothing | could do. | felt so helpless, and Tamara was going to lose 
her, as well, and she was too young to lose her grandmother. she 
barely knew her. She was just a baby. Mama was too young for this 
to be happening to her. it wasn't fair—two bouts with breast cancer - 
and now all this. It just wasn't fair. 

We all gathered around for Labor Day; all three of us kids 
were there with our children, and it was bittersweet. | knew the time 
was slipping by faster now. Mama was having lots of trouble getting 
around and such. We didn’t go out much any more, just to the 
doctor’s office or for treatments. Then on September 19, her pain 
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‘t under control, and then she could come home, and they would 
be able to manage the pain for her. | never will forget the way she 
looked at me that day. 
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“This is it, isn’t it?” 

‘What do yOu mean, Mama?” 

‘This is the last Stop.” 

“No, Mama, we're her 

then you wil} JO back home j 
“No, Elizabeth, this is W itis, and | am ready, 

| I'm just Worried about Howell. He Is hurting so.” 

i. “Mama, it’s going to be 


€ to get your Pain under Control, and 
N a day or so.” 


the end. Il kno 





© going to get better you 
‘have lo...we need YOu...1 need yoy ... Tamara Needs you.” 
| “Just Promise me youll be there for Howell—he loves you SO 
-and | want yOu to take care Of him. He 


| that Strong.” 
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ee yy) 1 T 
NS that she would Not be able to Cash in. i” — 
—— She knew it was time to clean Out the Organizer. She would never 6 iG a ie a a FS 
clip COUPONS again. | would never share that time with her again \ eee Aye? 
e _| She knew it was time. | Cried that day. | let it all out, and NOw all ae i April 16 
rtf these years later, | am CryiNg Now—to ha wednesday, 
6 Er, just one MOre trip to 
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It’s always harq q 

To fly Without Wings, 


Hea] without time, 
Cry without tears 
Breathe withoyt air, 
Smile Without strength, 
Talk Without truth, ~- 
Promise Withou 
Stand Without fi 
Remember wit 
Know Without 
Hear without | 
Touch Without feeling 
End without beginning 
Love without-earing 
Live without dreaming 
And die Without living 


ta heart, . 

rst falling 

hout forgetting 
learning 

istening 
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Forgotten Fall 
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C/ Grandma’s Cactus Garden 


EE Grandma’s quilt gave 

4 | snuggled deeper into th 

EE soaked up the heavenly 
| eleven and not allowed t 


1 2 ies | 
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me the best hug I'd had In a long time. 
€ colorful girls wearing bonnets while | 
smell of coffee and bacon. 





, Grandma always cooked a big breakfast. 
need it to accomplish all the work to be done. In 1969, everyone 
/~—-phad a garden, and Grandma was no exception. In fact, back then | - 
| thought she invented the idea. 

_. [_ “Rise and Shine,” G 


j 


randma hollered from the kitchen. “Wake 
_ Up, sleepy head.” 











“How did 


Bit. The linoleum floor was UNCOmMmMonly chilly for a bright spring - 
i / morning. The chair creaked and wobbled when | Sat down, alerting 

> | Grandma to my presence. 

ph 


— ing her hand 


7 





| 
—.1.blue eyes. She g 
2 | and starch to the breakfast bouquet. 


; | knew she expected ana 
Ma yelled 







| Grandma hummed “Amazing Grace” and flipped two eggs in 
__|_ the iron skillet that was stil sizzling with bacon grease. The coun- 


__ ter top remained dusted with flour and her favorite Vienna Sausage 
O cul perfect buttermilk biscuits. However, | 
the biscuit | wanted would be tucked into the corner of the pan. She 
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~ Momm 


a called her 


s time tO get work by shining 
ed flowels to deco- 
was partially e 





— \t felt nice 
i the Girt 


| __| thing edible. I'd probably have had to wash the dishes afterward. 
| too. And even if | worked hard all day, Momma would find some- 


—_{ punish us. | most of all because | was supposed to “be an exam- 
~~ ple” but never was perfect. 

a “Honey, are you all right? You look kind of sick,” said 
Grandma. She placed her fingers lightly on my forehead. 

“Nah. | was thinking about what I'd be doing if | was at 
home today. | don't know how you talked Momma into letting me 
come over today, but I’m glad you did. | wish | could come over 
_ more,” Then more quietly | muttered, “I wish | could live here.” 
| Grandma didn’t say anything. | glanced up to discover 
whether or not she had heard me. Grandma leaned on her hoe: 
her eyes looked all glassy and sad. Oh, no. What did | do now? 
I'm always screwing things up. 

Wanting forgiveness, | asked, “Grandma, do you want me 
| to hoe down the cactus? | don’t mind. Really. We could get rid 
3 a of all of them. You shouldn't have to have cactus growing in your 

| garden anyway.” 
| “No. No, that’s okay. We need...,” suddenly her smile 
/; came back. “I like them. | want to keep them here because they 
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luck, today would have been clean-out-the-fridge day at home. 
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expression. “Cactus are strong, Sarah. They can live on little to 
nothing. Hard, dry dirt. Nothing but sun and an occasional sprin- 
_kle of rain. That little bit of rain has to be enough to last a long 
time. God doesn’t love the cactus any less than the flowers. He 


me a searching look. | knew she was trying to explain something 
important to me, so | remained quiet. In the awkward silence, | 
nudged the freshly turned dirt with my toe. 

Grandma continued, “Do you see how some of the cactus 
have flowers on top? That is because they are so patient and 
good on the inside until one just pops out, so everyone can see 


and bloom. That is the key.” 


ma. The sun shimmered around her face and her dress swayed 
~ with the breeze. | wonder if this is how angels look. 

“It is the same for us, Sarah. Some of us have a much 
harder life than others, and it doesn’t seem fair. But if we are 
. Siow ns alah | : 117 | 

eee | 
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Ugh! Gag! Butter bowls full of food that no longer resembled any- 


thing wrong with it. Not that she ever needed much of a reason to 


_ remind me of something important.” She chuckled at my confused 7 


~ Just knows they can handle it.”. She stopped for a minute and gave 


and admire its beauty. But it must have the sun to continue to grow 


| raised my hand to shade my eyes and looked up at Grand- ~ 
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p on doing the right thing, and trust in the Son,” she 
the sky, “God's son, Jesus Christ, to always be there 
” for us, then we will bloom. Hang in there, Sarah. It won't be easy, 
but He has promised us t will be worth it!” 
In those days child abuse was a SIC 
to anyone. Butt 


- den to be mentioned by anyone 
wouldn't always be around, 


patient, kee 
pointed up to 


k family secret, forbid- 
hat day, | knew 
but she sprinkled - 


—_ she knew. Grandma 
| some rain on us as Often as she could. She would be the only 
| person in my life who ever let me know, in her own Way; that she 
- understood. | might not have completely understood her story 
| then, but like the cactus, it grew and bloomed within me through 


er casket, lay a dozen long- 


“a a 


+ | the years. 
a This is why today, on h 


stemmed, red roses.. 


_and one tiny cactus. 
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Two down, one to £0, 
Inspiration has left, 
Need still exists, 
Pencil won't write, 
Paper lies plank, 
Panic sets in, 
Hours are shor 
Potato! 


{, bub SO is this | 
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phomore/Niles; MI 
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Iam a mere shadow, 

A shade, and nothing more 
Of all whom I have known. 
Tempered by the horrors 
Of someone else’s addiction 
And shattered by the fear that 
Perhaps I will never be 
Completely whole. 

I am a decoupage 
Of everyone and no one: 
Bits of broken, mismatched pieces 
Work against one another 
To form a 
Mutt of an urn 
That can do nothing 
But waste the life 
Poured into it. 

My body is 
Stained with the 
Ruined runes of 
Stories not my own 
That I cannot decipher, 
And, therefore, do not under- 
stand. 

And because I am the 
Remains of so many, 

The makeshift whole that I am 





Is foreign to me. 
This flesh I 
Know not. 

I am hard-pressed, 
Turning on the wheel, 
Fearful of the change 

I fear 
Will not come. 


I am a mere shadow, 

A shade and nothing more, 
Of all whom I have known— 
A ghastly conglomeration 
Of wind and rain 
That destroys 
Without mercy. 


I am a mere shadow, 
A shade and nothing more, 
But at least there is enough light 
To see. 


Jennah Rose English/ 
Sophomore/ 
Tyler 
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(i) Silenced Beattly 


j _ Karen Yernandez/ Sophertere/ Tyler, 
«BEL Photograph 
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I héard_a song today that 
Spoke words of wisdom, let it be, let it be. 
But what’s always inspired me is that 
I have a dream. j 
And when I am down, and oh, my soul so weary, 
I know that we will 
Come together 
And 
Be all that we can be. 
Who knew this day wasn’t like the rest? 
Because today, 
You are beautiful, and they can’t hold us down. 
So when you’re —— 
Down and low, 
Look toward the day when we can be 
Free at last, 
To speak and be heard, Mr. President, Mr. Senator, 
And : ua — 
Let freedom ring ~ 
So that we may remain 
maneas to the proposition that all men are created equal. 
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John Lennon & Paul McCartney: “Let it Be” and “Come Together” 

Dr. Martin Luther King Jr.: “| Have a Dream” (1963) 

Rolf Lovland & Brenden Graham: “You Raise Me Up” 

USMC: Marine Corps motto 

Marcos Curiel, Noah Bernardo, Paul Sandoval, and Mark Daniels: “Youth of the Nation’ 

Linda Perry: “Beautiful” 

Greg Prestopino, Christina Aguilera, Scott Storch, Matt Morris, and Matthew Wilder: “Can't Hold 
Us Down" 

Paul Simon: “Bridge Over Troubled Waters” 

Mark Batson, Marshall Mathers, Michael Elizondo, Andre Young, and Che Pope: “Mosh” 

Abraham Lincotn: “Gettysburg Address” 
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LD Aat The lorider Knotwos 


Just between the lines, 
That one subtle reference, 
(Obsession), 

Trapped just barely 
Beneath that thin layer of ice, 
That one little fragment 
Of her soul she so desperately 
Wants to unloose, 











(Confession), 
But is too wary to " 
Form its name. If you caught it, 
So she weaves it in: You would have to look 
A master knitter, At the writer herself, 
Love and devotion in every single stitch, Dash the mask from her 
Without even knitting at all. Painted face, 
And in her agony, Rape the smile from her lips, 
She finds favor—satisfaction— Take it by force 
You missed it! Because the masquerade is all she has. 
(Pride). She’s holding on for life 
And won't let go, 
| (Desperation), | 
\ : She’s there. me | 
Ay Every god-forsaken heartache, am | 
“ ae Every dying tear, yy 





Every lofty, unattainable vision, 
| ~— — ot” Every sinful desire, 
(Seeking absolution), 
4 She is there. 
. You just don’t see her, 
(Anonymity). 
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Scars can’t heal 
Until the cuts are formed— 
And they are there— 
The blood offers nothing, 
But she likes it, 
(Weakness). 
she wants you 
To read what she has written, 
Witness what words 
| Her mind has conceived, 
(Help her). 
~ And then, 
When you miss it, 
She wants to tell you 
Why she specifically 
Chose the word— 
(Agony), 
(Despair), 
(Hopelessness), 
(Sweet), 
(Disturbing), 
(Freedom), 
ohe wants to 
Enlighten you, 
Open up your eyes 
To what reasoning hides 
Just below the surface, 
(Truth). 
She wants you to see her, 
(Unconditionally), 


en - rv a sae a aoe oi 
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se So Sb " 


Bc 


pee her— 

Not the damned puppet— 
But her. 
(Vulnerable, heart and soul, 
Splayed open on the page 
For all to see the 
Darkness there). 

She wants you to 
Acknowledge her 
(Impending demise), 
(Inner-Horror), 

And love her 
In spite of 
What isn’t there, 

In spite of what 
Only the writer knows, 
(Salvation), 
(Justification), 
(Redemption). 


Jennah Rose English/Sophomore/ 


Tyler 
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The July sun 1s ablaze, 
cading over the clouds 


In flashing currents, 


Cas 


O 


a 


Tiuminating the sky 4 


Brilliant and un 


ending blue. 


The earth it falls sO 
Craciously upon 
Is bedecked with 


Field of jewellike, 


slittering emerald. 


And on that royal lawn, 
Unending rows of 
Purified wood: 


In the sy 


The souls which slumber 


mbol of the Savior, 


pelow 


Chall one day know. 


The man in the plue 
toically off to the 
ra's eye. _—- 


Stands S 


Left center of the came 


sult 


And although this is not 
His moment, 


Every eye rests 


They rebuke him | 


upon him. 
n their 


Hated silence, 


Cursing him in the § 


ecret parts. 


For in their minds 


He is to blame for the 


Rarth’s newest cross. 
His chin is up. 


His broad shoulder 


s squared against 


The quiet onslaught. 
It ig almost 45 if 


He is oblivious to 


their presence 


Completely. 


For his 


own eyes 


Are on the mother, 
And the young wife, 
And the two little girls, 


One of whic 


Upo 
hye 


Mind lost § 
Blissful 


Fa 


n her mother’s comfortin 


h rests sweetly 
§ breast, 


s closed, 
omewnhere in the 


peace of slumber, 


r too young ever to Know, 
Ever remember, 
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But evep mourn the difference. 
The man in blue, 
—— The pin on hig lape] flashing, 
Stately Stands, 
Bold and brave. unbroken in his burde 
: ’ : 


In the distance, 
The tangible Silence 


ned convictions. 





is softly Shattered 
As the lone bugler Whispers through his instrument 
y A mournful music. 
His chora] words hover ovep the congregation, 
Blanketing them in S€nerations’ chil] 
) His final, Somber note Stretches out across the lawn, 
Intertwining its fingers into the song of an 
; Honored cal]: 
| A shout, 
_—— Gunfire. 
4 A shout, 
Gunfire. 
) ; “aut The man in blue continues to hold his 
; ; Brave stance, ae 
Aq His eyes unblinking 
» / qi As Grace begins to sing 
¥ p 
y % 





Through the bagpipes. 
Two young Soldiers, | 
Clad in the virgin white of the sea, = 
rigidly before the horizonta] blanket of 
Blood, Sweat, and tears 
ches itself ovep a burgundy casket a 
As if UNWilling to let £0 of a 
What it had lost. : 
The young men salute proudly, 
Both holding to theip Peserves, 
Desperate to Pepress the tears that 
ady broken upon their war-weathered faces. 
Every breath lies waiting 
In every chest. 
The boys, barely men, 
Take theip respective posts 
: At head and foot. 
} White-gloved hands 
— Take the blue of the crown 
3 -. And the sole’s blood and water, 
4 4 § the reluctant Colors from the wood. 
Together, in dogged Precision, 
> Hand ovep hand, 
; The resplendent rectangle 
es a tragic, tear-stained triangle. 
Ne soldier draws the emblem 


Step 


That stret 


Had alre 





Liftin 
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To his heavy breast, 
Turning his pack solemnly 
On the to be forgotten 
e who have been 
sly left behind. 
the 


Toward thos 
Gq merciles 
And as he kneels before 

Weeping woman, 
Barely a woman, 
All eyes revert 
From the man in blue 
To the young woman in black: 


And in that moment of release, 
The man in blue lets out a great, guttural sigh. 
e can 


And before the eyes of hat 
Fall upon him again, in 
His stoic stance is broken 
By a solitary teal. 


only 


Jennah Rose English/ Sophomore/ Tyler 
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Five years have 


Yet I still think of you every day, Pememberin 
ce 


Your laugh, 
Your way of thinking. 


One thousand, elght-hundred 

Is that all? Tt someho 

Feels like ten-thousand days have 
A hundred-thousand days wi 


W feels like more. 


~~ Seeing your face. 


I’ve done the Math. 
/ “It’s an achin 


Except the infinity symbol. 


Some days the grief is fresh like a new cut, 
The blood rung again, 
My own persona] Nile. 
The tears fill My own Arctic Ocean: 
A cold place that Is hostile to lifo— 
The wind alone Will kill you. 
My grief is the fire of the volcanoes in Hawaii. 
The burning lava is pulling me in: 
Dante ig my friend. 


You missed your daughter’s wedding, 
The birth of your granddaughter 
Did you have 4 Dreviously made appointment? 


I missed you. 





oR 


Passed since you went away. 
§ your smile 


days I have misseq you: 





thout asking your advice, 


§ equation with no Peal solution 



























































To gay you are miss 
A hyperbole i 


There Was a hol 


ed is almost laughable i 
n and of itself. 


e there, at unm 
A Grand Canyon of loss. 


nits abDsSuUruryy 


stakable absence of light, 


Except | didn’t lose you. 


L know where you are: 


You 
My daughter's 


Your granddau 


Five ye 
Holding your h 
Begging you to stay, pl 


A million hours have passed, 


I think I see you, 0 


The hourglass fills up 
d flow through my hands, 


The grains of san 
My ow 


= ‘Tina Bausinget/ Sophomo! 


are in my son’s smile, 


ars have passed sinc 
and as you left this place, 
», 


and the ticking of the clock n 


ends. 
ut it’s just 2 mirage. 
. 


generosity, 
shter’s wit. 


e L said goodbye, 


eading with you to go. 


ever 


again and again, 


n Mojave. 


omore/ Tyler 
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bee, worker bee, 
Look at these shings: 

The flowers of the me 
The buds of the trees. 


a,dow, 


Time for these shings; 


| must make more honey; 


44] Spring: 


The beauty you miss 
In this lile rat you live 


Tells & tale of & man 


worker 
wh 


What in me do you 
Tam but 4 worker, 


Boe 


at do | have’ 
see’? 


Merely bee. 
You have glorious wings, 
Wings that can fly, 

But you dare not venture 
Too far irom rhe hive. 


But why, oh why; 


Hermit ol the sky? 
The whole world tO your wings, 
the hive. 


But you choose 


Who is vacant within. 
Why like 3 child Oh but why, why you, 
Do you pretend Man, standing 5° pall, 
That living ig more Do you ayupvey MY lite 
Than illusion for men? When you have ib all’? 
Because this is MY choice, My lite of the surface 
Be not ali that it Seems; 


This is MY will; 
Life is t00 short 
To down like 2 pill. 


This isn't MY ch 
This is MY plight. 
You live 0 dream, 
J live t0 die. 


etree 


The part phat 








oice; 


you play: 


Do not judge my wort 
In these material chings. 


My tree nas wilted: 

1 no longer pear frull. 
Tam runnin 
But, bee, 5° are 


¢ from rime, 
you, 


What do you mean’ 


y You are af actor, 
( And this world is out stage, 1 cal do as I please: 
But it 1s your choice, 1 have the rest of MY lite 
To use these two Wings: 


\# 
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a py td J i 
But, bee, don’t you see, 


; But six weekg do you live, 
And your Whole life ig spent— 


The flowers, the trees, 
I see not what you see: 











Who are you to know 
2 | Spent storing for when? What lies underneath? 
$ You are the wind; You wish to know me? 
I am the tree. You wish to know truth? 
I bear great fruit: Open your eyes, bee: 
| You are but the breeze. Bee, I am you, a 
| Yes, bee yes, 
My soul it Puns free Mark Adam Lollar/ 
Because my time ig short, Sophomore / / 
| ae 
I savor al] things, Mt. Enterprise , 





The air, the trees, 

The flowerg in spring, 
Marvels you made, 

I take Joy in these things 
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= \ still remember your first day floor oesnt mea 
\E TI ot Kindergarten. - blonde hair We° Kay to be alone when you are right. 
\ a | | pulled up in Wwe ponytails, and you + make fun of the weird kid. Es 
1+ smelled of new clothes an bubble He has feelings: 
ME a Elen athy you we! eo scared, YOU were rere are 3 few a endums: 
\ + shaking. _ wait, that was Me: Do Try to save SO ey. When 
ou remem r the advice | gave you? rainy days come, they re usually in the 
Ws funn how it still applies. \{ was form of hurricanes: 
= something like this: Study hard. Dont procrastinate 
a 4 riendl to the other K! In case anyone tries 0 tell you 
= are nervous, tO8 copying and pasting 
=i lay jump FOP at recess 
= ood to get your he mping, 
east two other girls to 


i) ao Don't throw away yOur S 
inkie. |W! 


+ WOITy 
Vl be fine. 
+ be lOO curiou 
fe; | 
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) Between the book and me, 
Line upon line 
of senseless stories and 
| useless rhymes, 
| Torn up pages; 
Down through the ages, 
) Giving life to bitter stages, 
| chattered dreams— 
Or so they seemed— 
The very heart and soul of 
me. 
Empty reasons, 
In all the seasons, 
My personal Jesus. 
My death and rebirth, 

1 My countenance, my girth, 
My place of this Rarth. 
pages rattered, 

ra Hopes are shattered, 

! D Nothing mattered. 
| : 2 Left alone with my demons, 
Leather-bound and 


3 


;. screaming, 
i Broken by shadows of 
7 | outward deceiving, 
| Once sin, now salvation 
gained. 





Scars cannot heal unless 
they are made; 

Once begull in the heart, 

nothing old can remain. 


jgennah Rose 


n the Book and Me - 


What appears tO be hid- 


English/ Sophomore /Tyler 





Baptismal effect, 
Blot out the regret, 
The best is-only yeb 
To be found. 
Not all around, 
But in the jooking down, 
Looking within, = 


Ani—the indescribable sift! 

Run from, then cleft 60, 

Rchoes Of what one can do. 

And a persistent aching for 
the truth: 


All the pages me 
Bear witness to all the stages, 


Healing lies in revealing page. 
Redeemed, T’ve been: 
Redeemed, to live, 
Redeemed, to give, 





ing 











To whisper the tale 
Of a soul pound in hell, ae 
And the star, pright, chat fell. 
acars only felt - 
Finally heal rhemselves; — 
When taken off the dusty i= 
shelf, 
There on the lines i y 


Of broken, dying rhymes— 
calvation—between the book 


and me. 
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_ ‘The Stairwell Choir 
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2 Come, come, sit closer, dea 

" | | | listener’s ear. | have a Story to tell. 
| ing man? 
q a My name—it’s unimportant right now. What | was IS more 

7 1 | a Significant; | was a victim during the 9/11 attack. | WaS a SuCCess- 
7 lies attending a meeting with my client. | 


4 , the case | was defending, or the room 
number | was in, but | was | 


a | the first plane when it Crashed into the building—but not far eno 
3) 7 away. 


r Stranger. | can tell you have a 
Won't you hear this tale of a dy- 


i The building shook. | grabbed the edge of the table to remain 
mae Standing and looked around for some answer. Was it an earth- 


quake? Others thought the same and Stood in the doorway while 
i __most of us hurried to the stairwell. 
ie Meeting dismissed. 
aaa | | wasn't fast enough, though—thank God for that. As | ush- 
£) ered my client out of the room, part of the ceiling gave way in front 
4 | ‘of me, killing my client while burying me alive. | could tell you about | | 
~how horrible it was to be buried in that rubble while the air thickened —— 


by breaking glass; then light filtered into the darkness but only for 
‘a moment. | stared at that light, mesmerized. |t looked so promis- 
ing and hopeful. | felt as though | could reach out and touch it, but | 
a | couldn't move as | was pinned under the debris. Soon, to my grief, ~ 





| In the darkness of the growing smoke, | heard a cry followed 


darkness once again consumed the light, leaving me alone in shad- | a 
OWS. 


| don't know why I didn't | 


ke, but someone came fo +4 
/my rescue—my nameless heroeés—and dug me out. | 


| “His leg is broken,” | heard someone Say to his fellow and felt. 


pain snap up my leg through my back and to my neck. | cried aloud | 
and clenched Someone’s hand. 


“Don’t worry, buddy, you’re Okay. We’ve got you,” another 
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firefighter assured me as they pulled me from the wreckage. Soon 
they stabilized my leg and whatever other injuries | had, and then 


Stairs. And this—this is where my story begins. 
| As soon as we entered the stairwell, someone yelled, “In- 
Jured coming down!” Everyone moved to one side of the stairs. 
allowing the firefighters to carry me down without too much trou- 
| ble. The further away we got from the noise of the fire, the more 
)—-| tuned in to the sounds around me. First, | heard mumbling as 
& friends, family, and co-workers tried to comfort each other. 
| “God bless you,” | heard many say not to me but to my sav- 
iors, the firefighters. Some people wept while others cursed and 
yelled or held their silence. If | was dead, then this was Hell, dark 
and humid, the smell of smoke on everyone. | recalled the Scrip- 
SON, |__| ture verses speaking of how there shall be crying and gnashing of 
a teeth in the darkness of Hell. Fear seized me at this thought, and 
WI |-- + | squeezed the hand of one of my rescuers just to make sure | was 
TAKE &-~ still alive. 
HEAR @ "Hey, hey, you're okay,” the kid was quick to assure me, 
SWEE y « You're going to be okay.” 
; | tried to respond but couldn’t. My mouth wouldn’t work. 
CA i __,My tongue felt swollen. | only saw darkness and vague faces of 
total strangers—some friendly, sad, weeping, mad, but scared all 
= the same. All the faces blurred together; | saw my mother and fa- 








little girl. | saw them there, or so | thought. Too many faces, too 
much fear, my mind tried to comfort me with what was not really 
there. 
| felt a wave of unconsciousness lap across my mind, but 

| did not sink into the bliss of dreams, for a voice called me out. 
+—-|- Piercing the darkness as sharp as any light, a single voice sang 

! aloud, echoing off the close quarters of the stairwell. All cursing 
silenced. The weeping stopped. For a brief moment all stood still, 
holding breath and listening for the angelic voice. 


As she sang, the words and melody became clear to me, 
and others joined in: 





Oh, say! Can you see by the dawn’s early light 
What so proudly we hailed at the twilight’s last gleaming; 
Whose broad stripes and bright stars, through the perilous fight, 
Oer the ramparts we watched were so gallantly streaming? 
f 3 _, And the rocket’s red glare, the bombs bursting in air, 
i) 17 het ) : | 
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four men took the task to carry me down a hundred or so flights of — 


ther in that stairwell, my older sister and dead brother, my wife and _ 


ol 












































Gave proof through the night that our flag was still there: 
Oh, say! Does that star-spangled banner yet wave 
Over the land of the free and the home of the brave? 


| 


Our dear land’s song dispersed the fear and tension and 
_ put the people at ease. By the time the song came to an end, ev- 
= | eryone had joined in, even the firefighters who carried me, though 
they muttered the words with tears in their voices. For myself, | 
+ could not sing because | had no voice or strength, but | listened to . 
| the song, ready to die if it was my time. 


| 
a= 
| Silence engulfed the stairwell after the song. No one knew 


. 
—— 
what to do or Say. 
Another song broke out by the same singer, and this time | 
realized we were getting closer to her in the stairwell. At first, | did 
| not recognize the song or the melody, but as | listened, Psalm 91 
| 






-+-+ Came to mind: 
= | Thou shalt not need to be afraid, 
| For terrors of the night; 
4 Nor for the arrow that doth fly, 
By day, while it is light; 


= 





Nor for the pestilence, that walks, 
In darkness secretly; 
Nor for destruction, that doth waste, 
At noon-day openly. 


. = 


A thousand at thy side shall fall, 
On thy right hand shall lie, 
Ten thousand dead; yet unto thee, 
It shall not once come nigh. 


eS 
Ne 
~~ 


Only thou with thine eye shalt look, 
And a beholder be; 
And thou therein the just reward, 
Of wicked men shalt see. 


- 2 
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Because the Lord, who constantly, . P dd 
My refuge is alone, a Y q 
Ev'n the most High, is made by thee, . he: aN 
Thy habitation; ay 
0 — 
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No plague shall near thy dwelling come; , — @ © 
No ill shall thee befall: ye ‘ 
For thee to keep in all thy ways, , 





| His angels charge he shall. 
al At this verse, | passed the lone singer in the stairwell. | 
~| Young and beautiful with smoke stains marring her face, she sang ~ 
| ; So loud, so pure with her whole heart as if she sang in Heaven 
~~ itself. Unafraid and unashamed as others stared and gawked, 
| | mesmerized by her crystal voice, she met my gaze—she had eyes 
} 





blue as the ocean—! know that much, and she smiled as my com- 
pany walked on past. 

While | went further and further down the stairs, | clung to 
her singing voice as she ended the Psalm and began Psalm 23. 
Others joined her voice once again, and when | finally exited the 
Stairwell, | heard the fourth verse: 


. 


| 
| 
: 
| 


) Yea, though | walk in death’s dark vale, 
Yet will | fear none ill: 


For thou art with me; and thy rod 
And staff me comfort still. 
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if Once out of the building, my rescuers took me to a shelter 
+ | and then went back in. | think they took the singing stairwell on 
) | their way back up to save another life. | hope they took it. It would” 
| have been a peaceful place to die on that day. 
E | The buildings collapsed not long after | was brought out of 
| the North Tower. | tried to convince myself the singer somehow 
7 Survived or simply didn’t die. Maybe she was an angel sent to 
4 calm those who stood at death’s threshold. | don’t know. | never 
+} saw her again. Sometimes in the still of night when | awake from 
nightmare’s fright, | hear her voice on the moonlight. She’s SINg- 
_Ing now, can’t you hear? So many others sing with her—a host of 
angels or so it seems. 
| am a Christian, my dear friend. | am not afraid to die. | 
cheated death once before. | cannot do so anymore. Thanks for 
coming, dear old friend. | never told anyone my tale. And now you 
know, and you know so well, the tale of the Stairwell Choir. 
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When the world isn’t looking, A goofy face, 
A veil is pulled back: Silly accent, 
Fairies dance, Unexpected behavior, 


Elves sing. When the world isn’t looking. 
Dreams come to life; 
Untapped talents unleash; 
Monologues are spoken aloud 
When the world isn’t looking. 


Magic, for a moment, awakes; 
Dreams turn into reality; 

But it’s only for a moment 
When the world isn’t looking. 





The strongest men cry; 

The weakest are heroes; 

The dead return to the living 
When the world isn’t looking. 


Only for a blink of an eye, 
This world surfaces. 

When others turn their backs, 
It dances with a dream-touch. 
When the world isn’t looking, The calm break with anger; 
Girls transform into fairytale The furious find a peace; 
princesses; The lost find their way 
Boys turn into knights in shining armor, When the world isn’t looking. 


Worries are not theirs to own. 





Behind closed doors, <a 
Drawn curtains, \ 
Through secret windows, 
A fabulous world unveils. 


It’s what you do 

When no one is around. 
It’s what you'd see 

If no one could see you. 
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